Piecen sees Las See See pone oe 


N 
\ 





MMS SS SSS SS SSS SS SS 


N 


SLLLLEELLE, LELLLEL 
Vol. X, No. 13, Wake 37, iy 





% 





y 
Y 
YB, 
y 
Y 
y 
Y 
Y 
Y, 
Y 
y 
y 
Y 
y 
Yj 
Y 
Y 
Y 
Y 
Z 
Y 


Y), 
Yj 
LMA 


ioe “Bob ‘Briggs, Pave. $3 


The Goldang Vi Winners Are... 


he suspense is killing me. 
Let’s get right to it. 

Here are the one, the only, 1993 Drive-In Acad- 
emy Awards, better known as the “Hubbies.” (The 
name Hubbie was invented in 1983 when the official 
award was first engraved on a 1968 Oldmobile 
Toronado hubcap. It is a tradition that continues 
until the present day—except when we can’t find an 
Olds hubcap, in which case we use a Chevy.) 

And our first category is... 


BEST FOREIGN FLICK 


The runners-up are: 

Day of Atonement (France), the finest movie ever 
made about the true inner workings of the French- 
speaking Jewish Miami Mafia, and the reasons they 
hate the Spanish-speaking Chilean-born German 
gangsters who don’t respect 
their heritage. 

Prison Heat (Israel), the 
bimbos-behind-bars flick about 
four college friends who decide 
to rent a van and drive to Tur- 
key while singing “O, 
Susanna,” but get framed on 
cocaine charges instead and 
sold into a white-slavery op- 
eration. 

Split Second (England), 
the sci-fi flick set in the year 
2008, when “global warming” 
has turned the whole world 
into one giant sauna, and 
where all the streets are knee- 
deep in water, and where some 
kind of genetic DNA mutant 
with the brain of a rat is out 
there ripping out human hearts 
and chewing on em like Reese’s 
Peanut Butter Cups while top- 
less dancers dress up like 
Hannibal Lecter in under- 
eround nightclubs. 


Tokyo Decadence (Japan), the story of a little 
sad-sack call girl who will do anything she’s asked to 
do in the finer hotels of Tokyo. The only thing 
creepier than what the men want to do to her is what 
the men want her to do to them. 

And the winner is... 

The Killer (Hong Kong), the story of hitmen 
trying to murder hitmen trying to murder other 
hitmen, with shootout scenes that would make Sam 
Peckinpah feel like a total wimp. One hundred 
twenty-seven dead bodies, and 47 million rounds of 
automatic-weapons fire. 


BEST SLUIMEBALL 


The runners-up are: 
Eric Braeden, The Ambulance, as the creepola 
doctor who abducts diabetics and uses them as 





The sadistic Lance Henriksen and his personal army show no 
mercy as Lance cops “Best Slimeball” honors for Hard Target. 


guinea pigs for his experiments with pig-pancreas 
transplants, and says things like “Yes, I will eventu- 
ally kill you, but I assure you you'll be in perfect 
health when you die.” 

Uri Gavriel, Prison Heat, as the sadistic warden 
who runs a white-slavery operation and grins a lot 
while he’s raping the inmates and saying “Soon you 
will come to enjoy this.” 

Christopher Walken, Day of Atonement, as the 
arrogant Chilean-German drug trafficker with vi- 
cious attack dogs who agrees to accept a ton of 
cocaine that’s coming in on a mattress barge and 
says “I should have known—never work with Jews.” 

Doug Wert, Dracula Rising, as the evil vampire 
who says “She has very sweet blood—I can smell it— 
it’s what we vampires call Blood Lite.” 

And the winner is... 

Lance Henriksen, Hard Target, a sadistic piano- 
playing killer who charges rich guys $500,000 to 
play a “game” where a homeless guy is given $10,000 
and told that, if he makes it ten miles to the Missis- 
sippi River, he gets to keep the money. If he doesn’t 
make it, the hunters kill him with a gut-ripping laser 
arrow. 


BEST FEMME FATALE 


The runners-up are: 

Kathleen Kinmont, C.1.A.: Code Name Alexa, as 
the head-butting, machine-gunning ninja agent and 
sensitive foreign terrorist killer who doesn’t mind 
murdering ten or twelve of her fellow hoods, but 
crumples into a little whimpering pile of pancake 
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For Drew Barrymore, this is erotic. 


makeup when they show her Crayola drawings by 
her daughter. 

Sally Kirkland, Double Threat, as an aging ac- 
tress trying to make a comeback while making the 
sign of the four-winged heliotrope with her live-in 
boytoy. (Are they real, or are they Mammarex?) 

Tracy Scoggins, Alien Intruder, as the evil alien 
in lipstick, spiked high heels, and a red mini-dress, 
vamping around the spaceship, saying things like 
“Violence makes me soooo horny” and “Enjoy your 
meat” and “Tell me you don’t like nasty,” until all the 
guys are blowing one another away. 

Shannon Whirry, Body of Influence, as the 
wildwoman who shows up one day in a shrink’s 
office, rips off all her clothes, and basically twists his 
body into a pretzel until he agrees to do anything, 
including murder people. 

And the winner is... 

Drew Barrymore, Doppelganger, in a dual role 
as a Psycho Bitch From Hell busting out of her skin- 
tight body stocking, dancing like Madonna at Holly- 
wood parties on the one hand, and a “nice girl” who 
likes to tidy up on the other. She’s mentally dis- 
turbed, nubile, and looking for a new apartment--a 
deadly combination as the members of her family die 
horribly from multiple butcher-knife wounds. 


BESTDIALOGUE 


The runners-up are: 
Louis Homyak, The Age of Insects: “You and 


your smelly lingerie, all over town!” 

Dingo Jones, Gorotica: “Look, he’s my friend, 
and I say we cut him up.” 

Margie Peterson, Strike a Pose: “Some guys 
know the difference between foreplay and four min- 
utes!” 

Gary Roberts, Alien In- 
truder: “Are we slipping into 
some black hole of hairless 
space?” il 

Kathy Shower, L.A. God- 
dess: “If you keep feeding me 
like this, Pll no longer be a 
body double but a double body” 
and “Sorry, Mister Mogul, my 
script and my body are not for 
sale!” 

And the winner is... 

Leslie Hope, Doppel- 
ganger: “Okay, I’m a slut, 
you're a slut. Who wants cof- 


* BESTFU 


The runners-up are: 

Sam Jones, Fist of Honor, 
as the Irish kung-fu loan- 
shark collection agent who 
looks like Billy Ray Cyrus on 
steroids and has a lot of sex 
with a lounge singer and has 
about seventeen fights per day 
and never collects from any- 
body without beating him 
senseless first. 

Martin Kove, To.Be the 
Best, as the tortured kickboxing brother who says “I 
sold my soul for a hundred grand, and blew it 
straight up my nose.” 

Lorenzo Lamas, C.I.A.: Code Name Alexa, as the 
macho CIA agent who works in a sewage plant which 
is actually the secret headquarters where killer 
kung-fu teams are trained and luxurious concrete- 
bunker apartments are kept full of champagne in 
case beautiful foreign agents are arrested and brought 
there and taken to fancy dinners until they agree to 
go back and kill their terrorist bosses and retrieve 
microchips that could end the world. 

Melissa Moore, Angelfist, as the gal who gets 
tied up by terrorists, tortured, raped, and made to 
suffer a lot of lewd remarks, before she breaks loose, 
leaps onto a train, chokes a ninja to death with her 
knees, and rushes into the kickboxing arena to warn 
Cat Sassoon they’re trying to assassinate the ambas- 
sador. 

This one wasn’t even close. The winner is... 

Jason Scott Lee, Dragon: The Bruce Lee Story, 
who becomes the man himself as he says “Be like 
water” and “Emotion can be the enemy” and “It’s not 





Director Rob Cohen, obvious kung fu master. 


strength that matters, it’s focus” and “T’ll beat any 
man in this room in sixty seconds.” 


BEST GROSSOUT 


The runners-up are: 
Carnosaur: Clint Howard getting his head eaten 
4 off by a dinosaur 
while chewing on a 
drumstick. 
Children of the 
Corn II: The Final 
Sacrifice: Wheel- 
chair Lady 
creamed by a 
dumptruck and 
launched through 
the plate-glass win- 
dow of a bingo par- 
lor. 
Doppelganger: 
The big morph-a- 
rama finale of 
gooey Silly Putty 
skeleton mutants. 
Satan Place: 
Intestine force- 
feeding, closeup 
chest surgery, and 
projectile vomit. 
This one wasn’t 
close either. And 
the winner is... 
Flesh Gordon 2: 
Flesh Gordon 
Meets the Cosmic 
Cheerleaders: The 
inter-galactic hemorrhoid field sequence, and the 
place inhabited exclusively by excrement beings 
who sing the song “When I Met You in the Bow] of 


 BESTDIRECTOR 


The runners-up are: 

Luca Bercovici, Dark Tide. 

Larry Cohen, The Ambulance. 

Ferd & Beverly Sebastian, Running Cool. 
John Woo, The Killer and Hard Target. 
And the winner is... 

Rob Cohen, Dragon: The Bruce Lee Story. 


BEST ACTOR 


The runners-up are: 

Red Buttons, The Ambulance, as a cantankerous 
74-year-old New York Post reporter with indigestion 
and a heart problem who’s convinced he’s gonna win 
the Pulitzer Prize if he can help Eric Roberts figure 
out why an evil ambulance is terrorizing the streets 
of the Apple, picking up diabetics and taking them 
away to some place where they’re Never Seen Again. 
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Rutger Hauer, 
Split Second, as the 
coffee-swilling, choco- 
late-chewing cop who 
descends into the sew- 
ers of London in search 
of a genetic DNA mu- 
tant creature who en- 
joys human-heart 
burgers. 

Andrew Stevens, 
Eyewitness To Murder, 
as the sensitive El Lay 
cop who falls in love 
with a beautiful blind 
artist he’s protecting 
from the evil drug 
dealer who’s coming 
back to finish her off, 
but not before Andrew 
can teach her to ride 
horses and steal some 
nookie under a tree and 
whine about his failed 
jazz-clarinet career. 

D.B. Sweeney, Fire 
in the Sky, as the tree- 
cutter who gets zapped 
by an alien space ship 
into a giant brown fetus pad, and then floats around 
like a circus midget, chasing his car keys, until he 
falls into some kind of alien animal-research labora- 
tory where he’s the animal, and then gets dragged, 
gouged, poked, punctured, and shrink-wrapped so 
the aliens can do eyeball surgery with a drill, until 
he’s found five days later, nekkid and scared out of 
his jock strap. 

And the winner is... 

Andrew Divoff, Running Cool, as the sensitive, 
misunderstood biker who thinks the way to solve the 
world’s problems is to “put on a run” with wet T-shirt 
contests and greased-pig chases. 


BEST ACTIRESS 


The runners-up are: 

Brigitte Bako, Dark Tide, as the hot scuba- 
diving French-bikini-wearing heroine who aardvarks 
in the sacred pool of the Cave of the Snake, where 
insane women wander around raving about the 
“spirit of the goddess.” 

Ghetty Chasun, Gorotica, as a corpse-loving, 
bustier-wearing party girl who happens onto a dead 
diamond thief while he’s still fresh, takes him home, 
washes him off, shaves his head, and begs his punk 
friend to let her sell him to a sleazeball with AIDS. 

Traci Lords, Intent To Kill, as a cop who trolls 
Hollywood Boulevard as an undercover hooker, gets 
lured into the limo of a Colombian drug dealer, 
threatened with a knife, flung out on the pavement, 





Charlie Spradling goes to a new level of vam- 
pire sex in To Sleep With a Vampire. 
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led on a high-speed chase 
with multiple crashes and 
burns, then blamed by her 
captain for killing too many 
people. She kicks off the 
spiked heels for some stun- 
ning kung fu work, squeezes 
off a few semi-automatic 
rounds, drives like a bat out 
of Hong Kong, and roams 
around El Lay, throwing 
rapists off balconies to make 
herself feel better. 

Stacey Travis, Dracula 
Rising, as an art restora- 
tion expert who suddenly 
gets summoned to Romania 
to repair a painting in an 
abandoned monastery 
owned by two vampires and 
finds out she’s actually re- 
turning to the village where 
she lived 500 years before 
and aardvarked in the local 
lagoon with Christopher 
Atkins and was burned at 
the stake for being a slut. 

And the winner is... 

Charlie Spradling, To 
Sleep With a Vampire, as a lonely topless dancer who 
gets taken home by a vampire and ends up thinking 
it’s kinda kinky. 


BREAST ACITIRESS 


The runners-up are: 

Brigitte Bako, Red Shoe Diaries, as the pouty- 
lipped brunette who has a nice boyfriend who wants 
to marry her, but she gets a chance to have wild 
animal sex with a construction worker and part-time 
ladies shoe salesman, and so, of course, who can 
resist that? 

Sandahl Bergman, Body of Influence, as the 
sensitive confused young housewife who has hot sex 
with Nick Cassavetes on his shrink couch and then 
says, “You know what? This might qualify as sexual 
harassment.” 

Jessica Hahn, Bikini Summer 2, as the nympho- 
maniac Home Shopping Network addict who rolls 
around her bed all day dressed in Victoria’s Secret 
lingerie, fantasizing about Jeff Conaway. 

Elena Sahagun, Intent To Kill, as the hooker 
with a heart of lead, who dances around nekkid to 
amuse herself, works Hollywood Boulevard for the 
fun of it, pours three pounds of cocaine down her 
throat, and says “I’m gonna tell him how you treat 
me!” right before “he” shoots her. 

And the winner is... 

Brigitte Nielsen, Chained Heat 2, as the evil, 
kinky warden of the meanest women’s prison in 


Czechoslovakia. Her hair is 
cropped, her abs are toned, her 
thunder thighs are rippling 
beneath her Dacron 
bodystocking, and she has this 
mean whiskey-voiced laugh 
that begs to be slapped by her 
sadistic lesbo lover. 

And finally ... 


BESTFLICK 


The runners-up are: 

Dark Tide, about a bimbo 
scuba diver who goes to a tropi- 
cal island paradise to meet her 
boyfriend, who’s on a mission to 
find deadly poisonous sea 
snakes and sell their venom for 
medical research, only she 
doesn’t realize that she’s en- 
tered a country dedicated to the 
ancient religion of Woman-Hat- 
ing, and she’s liable to be fresh 
meat for the local creepolas. 

Fit To Kill, the classic story of beach-bunny spies 
taking a bath in a waterfall when they’re suddenly 
interrupted by a paint-ball attack, strafed by minia- 
ture-helicopter artillery, then sent to a meeting with 
a nude disc jockey, her hot-tubbing assistant and a 
topless lounge singer who are all, of course, crack 
undercover agents trying to foil R.J. (son of Roger) 
Moore’s play to steal the Alexa diamond, which is 
being given by the Russians to the United States 
because it was stolen by the Nazis. 

Running Cool, the first environmentalist handi- 
capped-rights biker movie, where all the Harley- 
riding tattoo freaks band together to save the swamps 
of South Carolina and the honor of the local crippled- 
girl waitress. 

To Sleep With a Vampire, about a guy who takes 
a topless dancer home on his motorcycle, confesses 
he’s a vampire, and asks her to “tell me about the 
day,” reminds her that, yes, at dawn he'll be required 
by legend and his nature to digest her like a Swanson’s 
TV dinner—but meanwhile, “Let’s party!” Pretty 
soon we've got Duelling Fashion-Model Bloodsuck- 
ers in a real nineties relationship. It’s not pretty. 

And the winner is... 

Was there ever any doubt? 

Dragon: The Bruce Lee Story, about a little boy 
who has nightmares all the time about a giant demon 
in a spiked helmet, but learns kung fu, beats up some 
drunk Australian sailors at the high school dance, 
flees Hong Kong so he won’t have to go to jail, washes 
dishes in San Francisco’s Chinatown, fights a 
hellacious comedy fight with four cleaver-throwing 
fellow dishwashers, beats up four muscle-builders at 
the WASP college, starts teaching jujitsu to white 
people, gets in trouble with the Kung Fu Supreme 





Jason Scott Lee stars in the ultimate kung fu movie, a kung fu 
movie within a kung fu movie that’s about kung fu movies, the 
incredible Dragon: The Bruce Lee Story, hands down winner for 
the 1993 Drive-In Academy Award. 





Court for giving away ancient Chinese kung-fu se- 
crets, falls in love, goes to the movies and gets very 
sad when he sees Mickey Rooney doing the Chinese 
guy in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, writes papers on Hegel, 
gets married, fights with his mother-in-law, fights a 
giant Kung Fu master who cheats and injures Bruce’s 
spine, wakes up in the hospital, writes his book, goes 
to Ed Parker’s first big karate tournament in Long 
Beach and gets booed for his theories, gets a job as 
Cato on The Green Hornet, becomes a movie star in 
Hong Kong, makes Enter the Dragon, and then his 
head explodes. 
Joe Bob says check em all out. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Cassette Tapes & CD’s 

Flies by Jackie Martling, Holy Smokee! by Jackie Martling, 
Rollin’ With The Punches by Jackie Martling, Doo Dad by Webb 
Wildler; Head Over Heels by Headpins; Rough Cutt; Alibi by 
Vandenberg; In The Beginning by Malice; Without Love by 
Black ‘n Blue; The Hard Way by Point Blank; Disturbed; 
Impotency Solutions; The Big Decision Made Easy by the 
Kansas City Art Institute; Mr. Saddam by the Patriettes; The 
Road to Hell by Chris Rea; The Last Dragon; Purple Rain by 
Prince & the Revolution; Songs for the Holidays; Madonna’s 
Erotic CD, The Joke Man by Jackie Martling (3) CD, Off Hour 
Rockers Holiday Sampler by Jackie Martling (2) CD. 

Records 

Christmas at the Drive-In (45 record) by Cathryn L. Lacey 
(10), Easy to Take Easy to Swallow by Bunkum, Brainchild (45 
record). 





Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


TAR TREK VI: 
THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY 


“It’s always nice to visit old friends.” “The difference is this 
time, they’re really saying ‘goodbye’ and handing the series over 
to Captain Jean-Luc Picard (Patrick Stewart).” As the Federa- 
tion and the Klingon Empire prepare for a peace summit, a 
saboteur fires on a Klingon vessel, and Admiral Kirk and the 
Enterprise crew are charged, condemned and convicted in this 
“highly contrived” plot “with no soul” that one considered the 
“second worst in the series,” another considered “boring, but with 
a bang-up ending,” but most found “humorous” and “very enjoy- 
able.” (“The cast is really creaking, but they work together so well. 
The movie has a comfortable pace that makes it a fitting end, 
going out nicely without too grandiose an exit.”) Most of the movie 
involves Kirk (“over-the-top” William Shatner) and Bones 
(DeForest Kelley, “bringing some freshness to the character”) 
trying to get off the dilithium-mine prison planet and save the 
rest of the peace conference delegates from assassination, while 
the “excellent” Shakespeare-quot- 
ing Christopher Plummer as 
General Chang foils their at- 
tempts. First they’re helped by a 
shapeshifter played by Iman(who 
has an “incredible presence”), but 


System 


that escape attempt ends in trag- 94-89 Classic 
edy. Then Spock (Leonard 88-84 Excellent 
Nimoy in a “good” performance) 

83-80 Decent 


and Sulu (George Takei, who 
“deserves more screen time”) save 
Kirk and Bones when Spock uses 
the Vulcan Mind Meld on Vulcan 
Lt. Valeris to elicit information 
about the plot. (“I was shocked at 
the level of violence Spock used 
on Lt. Valeris. He hits her quite 
hard twice. I term this abuse. It’s 
areversion to his Vulcan ancestry 
or to his human half, which he 
never acknowledges.”) “This 
makes you remember why Star 
Trek andits universe is a pinnacle 
of American science fiction.” “Like Star Trek II: The Wrath of 
Khan, this represents the pinnacle of the Star Trek film series. 
Excellent production values and execution. A-1.” “It’s very un- 
even. Parts are intelligent and compelling, other parts are cliched 
and stupid.” “Director Nicholas Meyer simply can’t control 
Shatner’s overacting, but who can?” “It’s Shatner and Plummer 
in a ham contest.” “One of my favorite Star Treks, but a bad Star 
Trek is still better than a lot of other movies.” Spock has the best 
line: “There’s an old Vulcan proverb: Only Nixon could go to 
China.” Fourteen dead bodies. Twenty-three explosions. Arms 
roll. Cast: James Doohan (Cmdr. Montgomery “Scotty” Scott), 
Walter Koenig (Lt. Pavel Chekov), Nichelle Nichols (“babe, 50 
isn’t sexy, no matter how hard you try” as Uhuru), Kim Cattrall 
(either “excellent” or “always sucks, hasa stick up her butt” as Lt. 
Valeris), David Warner (“wonderful,” “gusto” as Chancellor 
Gorkon), Mark Lenard (Spock’s father Sarek), Rosana DeSoto 
(Gorkon’s daughter Azethur), Kurtwood Smith (Federation 
President), Brock Peters (“nice meanness” as Admiral 
Cartwright), Paul Rossilli (Kerla), John Schuck (Klingon 
Ambassador), Michael Dorn (Klingon Defense Attorney Worf), 
Rene Aubergenois (Cmdr. West), Grace Lee Whitney (Excel- 
sior Communications Officer Janice Rand). Writers: Nicholas 
Meyer, Denny Martin Flinn (“weird script—almost every line 
of dialogue is a quote from somewhere else,” “actually has some 
feeling”), from a story by Leonard Nimoy, Lawrence Konner, 
Mark Rosenthal (“nice, with topical overtones”), based upon 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Science Fiction 
& Fantasy Records 


Highest rating: 94 (Blade Runner: 
The Director’s Cut, 1982/93). 


Lowest rating: 62 
(Shredder Orpheus, 1989). 


Star Trek, created by Gene Roddenberry. Director: Meyer 
(“great”). [Paramount. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 91. 


ALIEN SPACE AVENGER 


“Cheap, cheesy, but fun” comedy about four bumbling ter- 
rorists from outer space who crash-land in New York in 1938 and 
take over the bodies of two young couples. Fifty years later they 
emerge from the spaceship and wander around Greenwich Vil- 
lage, trying to steal plutonium and avoid the intergalactic bounty 
hunter sent to capture them. Sexy alien Angela Nicholas stands 
out as a “horny” girl with a bad attitude who says “I wanna go out 
and hot cha cha!,” while “good physical comic” Charity Staley is 
a more reluctant terrorist. “Enthusiastic head alien” Robert 
Prichard is “a great bastard” who shoots a guard and says, “I 
hate red tape.” “Classy boy next door” Kirk Fairbanks Fogg is 
a struggling comic book illustrator who notices the strange 
people and is inspired to put them in his magazine, and soon his 
girlfriend, Gina Mastrogiacomo, has her body taken over by 
the bounty hunter, and “does a great Linda 
Hamilton” with automatic weapons in the battle to 
stop the killing. “If you like blood, regenerative 
monsters and lots of fairly mindless shooting, this 
is the movie for you.” “Thisis the worst dialogue I’ve 
ever heard. I love it!” “This was not going to match 
up to The Hidden, so they did not try. By going the 
comedy route, there is less pressure to have the 
story make internal sense.” “Pretty high quality— 
good humor, special effects and story line.” “The 
quality is low, but at least they have fun with it. A 
cheap ripoff of the slew of sci-fi movies about a good 
alien chasing a bad alien to earth.” Michael 
McLerie, the alcoholic alien who urinates on his 
own shoe, has the best line: “You broaden your 
mind, and I'll mind my broad.” Minority opinion: “It 
tries to be witty, humorous and self-parodying, but 
most of the time it’s sophomoric and boring.” Fifty- 
seven dead bodies. Six breasts. One motor vehicle 
chase. Four explosions, including exploding head. 
Douche-drinking (“yuck!”). Toe-shooting. Slam 
dancing. One alien flambe. Arms roll. Cast: Jamie 
Gillis (“interesting” in a “gratuitous” cameo), Elisa 
Pensler (“standout” in a bit part as the hooker Red Riding Hood), 
Marty Roberts (Mr. Green), Ray Trail (bum). Writers: Rich- 
ard W. Haines, Lynwood Sawyer. Director: Haines. [New 
Wave Films/AIP. 1988/92.] Overall rating: 89. 


(['HE HITCHHIKER’S GUIDE 
TO THE GALAXY 
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“Completely silly” but “brainy, highly enjoyable” “classic 
comedy”—six episodes running four hours—produced by the 
BBC and based on the books and “genius script” by Douglas 
Adams, who wrote “the silliest, funniest, most profound novel in 
years.” “Goofy” Simon Jones, a “classic hung-up Englishman,” 
and David Dixon, “a little too flip” as his outwardly average 
neighbor (actually an alien), hitchhike through hyperspace after 
Earth is destroyed by the Vogons, journeying back and forth 
through time, guided by the Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy (its 
motto is “Don’t Panic!”), and ending up at the Restaurant at the 
End of the Universe as they search for the meaning of life. They 
find it, along with the news that the human race is descended 
from “useless bloody loonies” dumped on Earth to get them off 
their home planet, so that our forefathers are not monkeys, but 
hair dressers, personnel officers, management consultants and 
marketing advisors. Joining them on the trip are Mark Wing- 
Davies, “a little too hip to identify with” as “a galactic pirate with 
two heads and three arms,” and Marvin the robot, “the ultimate 


role model for all us chronic depressives,” “the quintessential 
bored, pathologically depressed, disillusioned, enervated ma- 
chine,” as voiced by Stephen Moorea. “There has never been 
any more intellectual writing for science fiction than this. ... No 
camp, no intellectual insults, no boredom.” “The British humor is 
often riotous, but the suspense works better in the original 
cliffhanger format ofthe TV series.” “I get 
the impression that this is designed to be 
science fiction for people who don’t really 
like science fiction, kind of like Coors 
being beer for people who don’t like beer.” 
“Great dry British humor—a must for 
Monty Python-type fans.” “The film is 
obviously dated, and the special effects 
are really cheap and ridiculous-looking, 
but that kind of adds to the fun.” “Essen- 
tially a ‘road’ picture with a science fiction 
backdrop. I think the story is better 
handled in Venus on the Half-Shell by : Z 
Kilgore Trout.” “Several scenes are miss- 
ing the narration from the original TV 
mini-series, rendering them meaningless.” 
“Too long to be comfortably watched in a 
single sitting.” Minority opinion: “A bunch 
of Brits with acork up their collective arse 
ruin a perfectly delightful set of books. 
Wow! I can hardly see the strings on the 
space models! Douglas Adams is a comic 
genius, but with a lousy cast, set, director 
and producer, that genius is lost.” Marvin 
the robot has the best line: “Life? Don’t 
talk to me about life.” Five and a half 
billion dead bodies. One motor vehicle 
chase. Seven explosions. Vogon Fu. Cast: 
Sandra Dickinson (“comes off as a total 
bimbo, when she’s supposed to have a 
brain” as Trillian), Peter Jones (“The 
Book”), Joe Melia (Mr. Prosser), Martin 
Benson (“standout” as Vogon Captain), 
Richard Vernon (Startibartfast), David 
Lerner (Marvin). [BBC/CBS-Fox. Pro- 
ducer/Director: Alan J.W. Bell. 1985/93. ] 
Overall rating: 86. 
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“Cheesy” “nerdy” “amateurish-looking” but “refreshing” “ri- 
otous” satire by director/writer/editor/animator Mike Jittlov, 
playing himself, as a struggling idealistic animator and “Rube 
Goldberg toymaker,” working in his garage, hired on a bet by 
Richard Kaye, “perfect” as a “slimy” “double-dealing” producer, 
who will only pay him on delivery of a finished film. He has three 
weeks, and no money, to make the ultimate film to be shown on 
TV, so he recruits his brother, his manager and his “mindless 
girlfriend” Paige Moore, to pull it off. “A razzle-dazzle of pizzaz— 
better than Industrial Light and Magic. The gadgets are terrific, 
especially a 35-mile-per-hour electric suitcase on which Jittlov 
rides while being chased by two police cars.” “Sort of a modern 
Hollywood Wizard of Oz, with every imaginable special effect, 
and Laurel and Hardy, Cheech and Chong, and Three Stooges 
takeoffs.” “It’s obvious that the persons involved in making this 
movie enjoyed making this movie.” “The movie isn’t very good, 
but the technical bits are often startlingly good.” “The only saving 
graces are unbelievable visual effects and a comical look at the 
red tape and false attitudes of Hollywood.” “This is an expansion 
of a short feature—better than most making-of-a-movie movies.” 
“In the late seventies, Mike Jittlov perfected a technique of 
pixillation that remains unparalleled today.” “The music is pos- 
sibly the most obnoxious I’ve ever encountered—and there is no 
escape!” “An interminable bore, a painfully stupid movie that 
thinks it’s clever and meaningful. The makers are under the 
delusion that stop-motion and time-lapse photography are bound- 





In Alien Space Avenger, head alien Robert Prichard is a 
great bastard. 


[HE WIZARD OF SPEED AND TIME 
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lessly entertaining in and of themselves.” The best line is, “I think 
it’s, like, illegal to impregnate an officer.” One breast. Two motor 
vehicle chases. Gratuitous dominatrix. Gratuitous Woody Allen. 
Gratuitous Carl Sagan. Cast: Philip Michael Thomas (police- 
man Mickey Polanko), David Conrad (“standout” as Brian 
Lucas), Marie Jittlov (“standout” as Mom Jittlov), Will Ryan 

. (union drones), 
Steve Brodie 
(Lucky Straeker), 
Gary Schwarz 
(Canadian thug), 
Frank LaLoggia 
(American thug), 
Arnetia Walker 
(Tina Dreen), 
Lynda Aldon (po- 
licewoman Minnie 
Smith), Ben Kro- 
nen (C.C. De 
Swartz), Angelique 
Pettyjohn (Dora 
Belair). [Shapiro- 
Glickenhaus/SGE. 
1988/89.] Overall 
rating: 83. 


CooL 


WORLD 


, “Superb” “one- 
of-a-kind” “tour de 
force animation ex- 
travaganza,” a 
“Roger Rabbit for 
adults” starring 
Gabriel Byrne asa 
“flaky” underground 
cartoonist and 
prison inmate pulled 
into the animated 
universe he creates 
by the voluptuous 
vixen Kim Basin- 
ger as Holli Wood, a cartoon character and “Marilyn Monroe 
wannabe” whocan become human by having sex with her creator. 
The “very convincing” Brad Pitt, who “comes across as a good 
mix of a tough kid who doesn’t want to hurt anymore,” is a 
gumshoe from the late forties who must stop this aardvarking 
between the Real World and the Cool World, or else the universe 
will end. “Once Holli becomes human, the story becomes muddled 
and awkward.” “This is a cartoon for adults with a clear affection 
for every aspect of animation history, a breathtaking and seam- 
less integration of cartoon and live action. Bakshi has been 
mining this vein for over 20 years. This movie does not deserve 
the bad reputation it has.” “This is the story of Pinocchio, except 
this time it’s a cartoon girl who wants to be real. It’s also a rip-off 
of the Toon-Land in Roger Rabbit, and borrows its climax largely 
from the first Raiders of the Lost Ark film (in the form of flying 
malevolent spirits).” “Gabriel Byrne doesn’t really show his true 
talent until he becomes a Doodle.” “Kim Basinger is sex, but it’s 
a role she’s played before—several times—because she’s good at 
it.” “The animated Kim is much better than the live Kim.” “When 
the blonde toon girl is transformed into (tired, old) Kim Basinger, 
I lose my hard-on. She is totally unconvincing asa flighty blonde.” 
“The critics trashed the animation, but I like it. Bakshi’s live- 
cartoon combination makes for good-looking body motion. I think 
Holli’s dancing is smooth, first-rate animation.” “Anyone seri- 
ously interested in animation art should view this flick at least 
twice. It is very difficult to pick up all the detail in the animated 
scenes.” “Kim Basinger doesn’t have a lot of depth.” “It’s just too 
much—too much movement in one screen.” “Basically, this is a lot 
of escapist trash.” “Outstanding music—endless selections of 


alternative mixes and industrial dance grunge.” “The obvious 
comparison is Roger Rabbit, but it’s really nothing like it. The 
technical part is just as amazing, but the story and characters 
don’t even come close.” “Animation sequences with actors are not 
as well done as Who Framed Roger Rabbit?” Minority opinion: 
“Bakshi has a very mean-spirited view of the universe. His work 


% 





Lorenzo Lamas shows us his sword in The Swordsman. 


always makes me feel like I need to go wash. Outstanding, if you 
like feeling soiled. His direction is pretentious, self-impressed 
and trite.” Six dead bodies. Two breasts. One motor vehicle chase. 
Thirteen explosions. Great Evil Knievel impression (“but I don’t 
think Evil killed his mother”). Freddie Krueger cartoon baby 
peeing on the cops. Cows falling from the sky. Cast: Charles 
Adler (“standout” as the voice of Nails, the spider sidekick of 
Pitt), Michele Abrahms (Jennifer Molloy), Deirdre O’Connell 
(Isabelle Molloy). Writers: Michael Grais, Mark Victor (“weakly 
plotted”). Director: Ralph Bakshi (“terrific direction, great 
movement and imagery”). [Paramount. 1992/93.] (Also reviewed 
by the Animation Committee, which gave it an 80.) Overall 
rating: 83. 


[IME TROOPERS 


“Low-key” badly-dubbed Austrian-made “Logan’s Run ripoff” 
about a totalitarian world run by androids who control human 
breeding by deciding whose time has “run out” with the aid of an 
“annoying” lesbian talking computer. Albert Fortell, an assas- 
sin or “exit man,” falls in love with beautiful Hannelore Eisner, 


who “can’t deliver a line to save her life” as a “noncompliant” rebel 
who’s trying to help her grandfather escape execution. “This 
would come from Europe.” “Logan’s Run isn’t a usual choice to rip 
off. Those wacky Austrians.” “The title is inappropriate non- 
sense.” “It feels like 20 per cent of the movie is flashbacks.” “The 
movie is visually flat—grey, tight, limited in its visual scope.” 
“The dubbing leaves something to be desired, the 
sound is altogether lousy, and the music is silly.” 
“This is actually a ripoff of Ayn Rand’s short novel 
Anthem, written in the 1930s, long before Logan’s 
Run.” The best line is when a guy says “Ballistic 
inducement may be required.” (In other words, he 
might have to shoot his gun.) Twelve dead bodies. 
Five breasts. Two explosions. Aardvarking. Kung 
Fu. Cast: Hans Georg Panczak (Jacob), Barbara 
Pudnik (Rena), Wolfgang Gasser (First Citizen 
Megalo), Renee Felder (bartender). Writers: 
James Wagner, James Becket, Byrd Ehlmann 
(“blatantly sexist writing and characterizations,” 
“fairly compelling story and some convincing char- 
acters”), from a story by L.E. Neiman. Co-pro- 
ducer/Director: Neiman. | Heritage Entertainment/ 
Prism. 1986.] Overall rating: 78. 


[HE SWORDSMAN 


“Dumb” “murky” “formulaic” “Highlander 
ripoff’ starring the “wooden” but “believable and 
likeable” Lorenzo Lamas (“rather like Christo- 
pher Lambert but without the charm”) as a psychic 
police detective who dreams that 2300 years ago he 
was Alexander the Great. Now he must battle with 
Alexander’s psycho cousin, who’s come back to 
fetch his sword, recently dug up by the “very 
believable” Claire Stansfield, a “fruitcake” ar- 
cheologist who understands “all the confused 
mumbo jumbo about reincarnation.” The evil war- 
rior is the “decent” Michael Champion, “usually 
a lot wormier and creepier.” “The film is largely a 
series of swordfight scenes, but the swordplay isn’t 
nearly exciting enough to carry a movie.” “There is 
absolutely no humor in any of this.” “This is obviously a girl’s film, 
asort of Gothic romance.” “If Lorenzo Lamas and Claire Stansfield 
were expected to carry this story and give it a pulse, it did not 
happen.” “Claire Stansfield brings new meaning to the term 
‘stupid white person,’ walking blindly into every situation.” 
“Good sword choreography.” “What is the Russian National 
Anthem doing as a recurring theme in a tale of two Greeks?” 
“Claire has sex with her bra on. Isn’t that uncomfortable?” “My 
problem is the idea that Alexander the Great could ever have seen 
asword like the one described as his. Not achance. Henry V might 
have had a similar type of sword, but not Alexander.” Lamas has 
the best line: “Julie, this immortality stuff is just too much.” 
Twelve dead bodies. Five sword fights. Kung Fu. Cast: Michael 
Copeman (“standout” as the shrink, “the complete Marin County 
type with lovebeads and flowered shirt”), Nicholas Pasco (Nick), 
Raoul Trujillo (“good as a low-rent Lou Diamond Phillips” as Jo 
Jo), Eugene Clark (“brings some style to his small and cliched 
role” as Police Captain), George Touliatos (museum curator 
Chris). Writer/Director: Michael Kennedy (“underdeveloped 
script,” “great direction”). [SC Entertainment/Republic. 1992/ 
93.] Overall rating: 74. 


Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Financial Aid, State University 
of New York/Brockport, Rochester, N.Y.; Clarke Blacker, computer graphics artist/guitarist, Lantana, Fla.; Karl Bunker, 
mechanical technician, Brookline, Mass.; Scott A. Cupp, senior field auditor for Montgomery Ward, Garland, Tex.; Christo- 
pher Donahue, electrical engineer, Garland, Tex.; Scott E. Green, writer, Manchester, N.H.; Morrie Mullins, college 
student/writer, North Little Rock, Ark.; Mare Newman, systems programmer/part-time Internet BBS sysop, Houston; Bryan 
Renfro, Louisville, Ky.; Andrew Roller, erotic fiction author and publisher, Sacramento; Conrad Rubinkowski, attorney, 
Springfield, Ill.; Cliff Runkle, computer programmer, Vallejo, Calif.; Kathy Runkle, chemist and writer, Vallejo, Calif.; and 


Kathryn Stuckey, horticulture teacher, Menlo Park, Calif. 


M arketing ge- 
nius Lloyd 
Kaufman, who 
runs the ultra-low- 
budget Troma 
Films in New York, 
is making out like a 
bandit (as usual) 
with his line of 
“Tromabilia,” which 
he sells via catalog, 
infomercial, and, if 
you ever happen to 
meet Lloyd, out of 
the pockets of his 
own suits. He sells 
everything from 
Troma T-shirts to posters for flicks like Class of Nuke 
‘Em High to still photos from Dead Dudes in the 
House and Chopper Chicks in Zombietown to 
autographed scripts (autographed by Lloyd, ofcourse) 
to actual 35-millimeter strips of Troma films. (Lloyd 
suggests using them as bookmarks.) In fact, Troma 
now has so much of this stuff that they put out a 
whole catalog of it. Just ask for the “Tromabilia” 
catalog, available from: Troma Inc., P.O. Box 486, 
Radio City Station, New York, NY 10101-0486. 
€ 

The title of 2600 sounds harmless enough, but 
this little 46-page quarterly is fast becoming the 
Bible of computer hackers. It has complete programs 
for everything from how to create viruses, how to get 
secret passwords out of UNIX, how to look up IBM 
passwords, how to tap into networks that provide 
free long-distance service, plus reporting on corpo- 








GRapevine 


... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he ou€-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 


rate America’s at- 
tempts to put hack- 
ers in jail for these 
very activities. The 
great thing about 
hackers is that 
theyre the ultimate 
exposers of govern- 
ment and corporate 
hypocrisy, rou- 
tinely showing how 
vulnerable all your 
most private 
records are. (Any 
time you give any 
information to any 
corporation, it goes 
into a system that any determined person can crack.) 
Many of the contributors, for obvious reasons, use 
pseudonyms like “The Infidel” and “The Paranoid 
Panda,” and the subscribers even have meetings 
once a month—at the lobby pay phones in Citicorp 
Center in New York, and at the lobby pay phones in 
Embarcadero Plaza in San Francisco. (They need to 
be near the tools of their trade. They even have a 
section of the magazine devoted to photos of interest- 
ing pay phones from around the world.) Emmanuel 
Goldstein fearlessly edits 2600, which is available 
for $21 a year, payable to: 2600 Magazine, Subscrip- 
tion Dept., P.O. Box 752, Middle Island, NY 11953- 
0752. 





€ 
If you're the kind of person who always turns to 
the editorial cartoon—which, let’s face it, is usually 
the only thing on the editorial page worth looking 
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at—then you'll like The National Forum, a 20-page 
weekly tabloid which simply reprints the best edito- 
rial cartoons from newspapers all across America. 
It’s in the tradition of the all-comics papers that have 
become so popular in recent years, full of syndicated 
material that may or may not be available in your 
local newspaper. (Most news- 
papers have made drastic — 
cutbacks in syndicated ma- 
terial, so sometimes these 
catch-all papers are the only 
way to find certain colum- 
nists and cartoonists.) It’s a 
simple idea, simply done, and 
publisher/editor Douglas A. 
Cohn will sell you a sub- 
scription for $48 per year, 
payable to: The National Fo- 
rum, 9501 Harrowhill Ln., 
Burke, VA 22015. 
e 

Several people in our of- 
fice would like to join Km- 
ployees Anonymous, “a fel- 
lowship of men and women 
who share their experience, 
strength and hope with each 
other that they may solve 
their common problem and 
help others to recover from 
employment.” The only re- 
quirement for membership is a desire to stop work- 
ing. “Our primary purpose,” say their promotional 
materials, “is to stay out of work and help other 
employees do likewise. .. . Work attracts the lowest 
elements in our society: those who will do anything 
for money. Though the evils of employment are many 
and the physical damage it does to the individual is 
great, the worst aspect of working is the effect it has 
on our young. Media images of successful business- 
men with fancy cars, expensive watches and beauti- 
ful women (or was that beautiful watches and expen- 
sive women?) send our kids the message that work- 
ing is ‘OK’-—that ‘work pays.’ In this way the cycle of 
employment dependency is perpetuated from gen- 
eration to generation.” To become a member of 
Employees Anonymous, and to get a list of the “ten 
signs that you are an employee,” send for the pam- 
phlet “When Will We Stop the Insanity?,” available 
from: Radio Werewolf, P.O. Box 75416, Washington, 
DC 20013. 

* 

Why are all feminist newspapers full of Tampon 
jokes? Is it because no man can understand them, or 
because all men can understand them and are grossed 
out by them? We were thinking about this while 
reading Blue Stocking, a free newspaper distributed 
in Portland, Oregon, that describes itself as “un- 
abashedly feminist.” It’s full of the usual stuff— 





poetry about vaginas, diatribes about wife-beating, 
and articles about how all political offices should be 
apportioned by gender (women get half the seats in 
Congress, men get the other half). It features a 
calendar full of Pacific Northwest lesbian happen- 
ings, but other than that it’s fairly mundane. Pub- 
lisher/editor Judy Smith 
has only been at it a little 
over a year, though, so 
maybe it’s just looking for 
something to say. To order, 
send $15 for a year’s sub- 
scription to this 12-page 
monthly, payable to: Blue 
Stocking, P.O. Box 4525, 
Portland, OR 97208. 
e 

PDXS, on the other 
hand, is a free Portland 
newspaper that’s every- 
thing Blue Stocking is not. 
Their hard-nosed investi- 
gative reporting includes a 
recent expose of Donna 
Red Wing, director of the 
Lesbian Community 
Project, who held a press 
conference early last year 
to announce that “violence 
against lesbians and gay 
men exploded in the wake 
of the Measure 9 campaign in 1992.” She then 
produced a report documenting 608 “distinct epi- 
sodes of homophobic violence,” which made Oregon 
the national gay-bashing capital. The only problem, 
according to PDXS reporter and publisher Jim Red- 
den, is that she didn’t document the cases at all. 
Each incident was merely recorded by volunteers 
operating a gay-bashing “hot line” that was widely 
publicized in the gay community. No one checked to 
see if any of the incidents were true or not. Dozens of 
them were not crimes at all—people using anti- 
lesbian language, theft of gay lawn signs, anti-gay 
graffiti, anti-gay buttons and stickers and T-shirts— 
and many others were so common as to be almost 
meaningless—“harassing” phone calls, vandalism, 
reports of people being followed or watched, people 
denied service in restaurants. And the two most 
serious crimes in her report—two murders—turned 
out not to have anything to do with gay issues. In 
fact, the article concluded, Oregon is statistically 
neither more nor less hostile to gays than any other 
state in the union. But in the meantime every other 
media outlet had made Red Wing’s report into a 
national story. PDXS also prints club reviews, street 
gossip, media criticism, and news from the local 
underground scene, as well as publishing the ads the 
mainstream media won’t touch. To sample a copy, 
write: PDXS, 2305 NW Kearney, Portland, OR97210. 
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Take that down immediately! It’s . . . 


Offensive to Invisible People 


L ast year they put up some Sam Spade-style 
comic book panels in the Seattle-Tacoma Air- 
port, to promote recycling. 

A week after they went up, they were covered 
with shrouds. 

A week after that, 
they were gone, con- 
demned with that 
magic word of censors 
everywhere—“offen- 
sive.” 

Whatin the world 
was in those things? 
Nekkid women? Can- 
nibals eating human 
intestines? Let’s take 
a look at this nasty 
business. 

Offensive panel 
#1: One of the charac- 
ters, using tough-de- 
tective parlance, says 
“It’s raining Persians 
and Pekingese.” 

“Racial slur!” 
someone said. Who 
said it? We don’t 
know. Asked to pro- 
duce the Persian or 
Peking native who 
was offended, the Se- 
attle-Tacoma International Airport officials dribbled 
off into vague generalities. 

But even if there was an Iranian or a Chinese 
who was offended, all you had to say to em was, 
“We're talking about animals, noodle-brain. It’s slang 
for ‘cats and dogs.” 

In fact, I can see no way that the idea of “raining” 


Call Now 1-800-55-TROMA 


for the Exclusive Troma Trailer Tape 
and receive as a Special Bonus 
“| Love Toxie” sticker e Two issues of The Troma Times 


Autographed Troma movie poster e Official Troma Diploma 
Exclusive audio cassette of Troma Tunes and Theme Songs 


or 


send Check or Money Order to: 


TROMA SYSTEM 
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New York, NY 10101-0486 


Only $24.99 
(add $5.95 S&H) 
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someone could be deemed offensive, no matter what 
nationality you used. 

“Raining Finns and Germans.” 

“Raining Zaireans and Pakistanis.” 





“Raining Ugandans and Bolivians.” 

See? There’s no way to make it offensive. So once 
again, something was ripped off the wall by 
somebody’s dimwitted fuzzy-thinking idea about 
what somebody else might think is offensive, except 
the other person who might think it’s offensive 
doesn’t really exist, but is a figment of the imagina- 
tion of the fuzzy thinker. Are you following this? 

Offensive panel #2: A statuesque blonde female, 
the classic “femme fatale” in detective fiction, ap- 
pears in one panel. 

“Stereotype! Stereotype!” someone said. Who 
said it? Once again, we don’t know exactly. 

Look around you. How many Marilyn Monroe 
lookalikes do you see? It’s anything but a stereotype. 
Virtually no one looks like that, except in cartoons! 

This is a cartoon. We like beautiful women in 
cartoons. We could put ugly women in cartoons, but 
we don’t like them as much. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this. 

Offensive panel #3: Johnny Camano, the cartoon 
gumshoe, is on the trail of the curvy female. 
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“He could be perceived as a stalker,” somebody 
said. 

I’m not sure why this matters, even if he is a 
stalker. But I think somebody is saying that impres- 
sionable patrons of the Seattle-Tacoma Airport will 
notice the cartoon, consume too much gourmet cof- 
fee, go off the deep end, and start stalking women in 
the Alaska Airlines reservations line. 

Offensive panel #4: A stool pigeon called Louie 
the Lip stammers because his nerves are shot. 

This is insulting to—get this—people who stut- 
ter, people with cleft palates, and people with mal- 
formed lips. 

No comment. 

Here’s the amazing part of this story. The design 
firm that created the comic-book panels submitted 
everything to the Port of Seattle, in a formal review 
process that went through all kinds of committees 
and supervisors and high sheriffs, and it was all 
approved. 

This is the way it always happens—at least with 
me. I say, “Okay, read this and say yes or no.” 
Somebody says yes. Three weeks later, somebody 
neither of us have ever heard of complains. Sud- 
denly, the person who said yes turns into a retroac- 
tive “no.” 

You know why? 

Cowardice. 

Pure dee simple cowards who don’t even trust 
their own convictions—or, more likely, don’t know 
what a conviction is. These are the people who run 
1994 America. Pitiful, isn’t it? 


The Ernest Tubb Collection with Guests, 
Parts I and II: I hate Hat Acts. You know what I 
mean—the country singers you couldn’t recognize 
if they took their hats off. The dreck that passes for 
country these days is enough 
to make any music lover retch. 
A deaf person can tell the dif- 
ference between great artists 
like Hank Williams, Ernest 
Tubb, and Loretta Lynn and 
show-biz types like Garth 
Brooks and the rest of the Hat 
Act clones. I’ve got to tell you, I think Ernest Tubb 
is okay. Not only is he a great country singer, but 
he helped Loretta Lynn on her way up from obscu- 
rity. His stripped-down sound has been influential 
on a lot of people, and its influence is felt even today 
on a few of the neo-traditionalist country singers. 
This 1989 collection comes with no dates or any 
information regarding the recordings except name 
of the guest performer. There is only this cryptic 
note on the cover: “The Last Recordings of His 
Greatest Hits.” While this is certainly not the best 
Ernest Tubb I’ve ever heard, it is absolutely true to 
his well-established form of minimalist country— 


MR. HATE 
SEZ... 


by Clarke Blacker 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

June 25: Totally Exposed: Unbearably lame soft-core sex 
romance starring Mark Jackson as a massage therapist from 
Cleveland who moves to El Lay and sleeps with all his clients, 
and Kelli Konop as his business partner, who dumps her jerk 
boyfriend and makes the sign of the double-pronged chinchilla 
in the big no-peeky writhe-around-on-the-bed finale. Featuring 
1990 Playboy Playmate Tina Bockrath. Zero stars. (Second 
feature: Animal Instincts: Shannon Whirry and Maxwell 
Caulfield star in the flick based on the famous case where a man 
videotaped his wife having sex with hundreds of men. The great 
screenplay by Georges des Essentes also incorporates a few 
thinly veiled Heidi Fleiss elements, with Jan Michael Vincent 
as acrusading anti-vice politician and David Carradine as an 
evil topless-bar owner. Four stars.) 

July 2: Raw Nerve: Ted Prior has migraine headaches 
where he sees a geek in a raincoat blowing away sexy young girls 
with a shotgun. But local cop Jan-Michael Vincent and police 
chief Glenn Ford don’t believe they’re really psychic visions. 
Sandahl Bergman suddenly shows up with a reporter’s note- 
book and starts making the sign of the twin-speared pith helmet 
with Prior to get a story for her newspaper, but the only guy who 
really believes he’s getting accurate brainwave transmissions is 
beer-chugging race-car mechanic Randall “Tex” Cobb. Add a 
little gratuitous Traci Lords, and you've got the finest movie 
ever made in Mobile, Alabama. Two and a half stars. (Second 
feature: Emmanuelle in Bangkok: Originally called Black 
Emanuelle Goes East (because the Italian producers evidently 
believe that Laura Gemser, the star, is black), this is one of the 
sleaziest flicks ever made, full of strippers, sex orgies, a closeup 
fight between a snake and a muskrat, a gang rape, lesbo sex, 
three-way sex, sex with belly dancers, and a whole bunch of 
classic Emanuelle philosophy, like “Only the present counts” 
and “I live my life the way I want to live it” and “When it happens, 
let yourself go with it,” which was a real popular “free love” idea 
in the seventies. Four stars.) 


starkly simple arrangements with guitar, steel 
guitar (Buddy Spiker), bass, and drums. Some- 
times there’s a piano, too. Part I opens with “Waltz 
Across Texas,” a duet with Willie Nelson. I know, 
we're all tired of his schmaltz, 
but Ernest is so good. There 
are also appearances by Roger 
Miller, Johnny Cash, George 
Jones, Charlie Rich, and oth- 
ers. And let’s not forget Loretta 
Lynn, the queen of country 
music. Part II features Ernest 
with singers like Nat Stuckey, B.J. Thomas, and 
Leon Russell. Especially good is Ernest and Boxcar 
Willie singing a song recorded by the Wilburn 
Brothers, “Drivin’ Nails In My Coffin.” He teams 
up with Mel Tillis for “Have You Ever Been Lonely 
(Have You Ever Been Blue)” and with Roy Clark 
for “’'m With a Crowd But So Alone.” If the raw 
sound of early country music is hard on you, try 
weaning yourself off the Hat Acts by listening to 
this. You'll be a better person for it. Mr. Hate says 
three stars. Check it out. [To order, send $22.95 to 
Step One Records, 1300 Division Street, Suite 304, 
Nashville, TN 37203. 1987.]| 





Dear Joe Bob, 

If two young lovers 
in Arkansas get mar- 
ried straight out ofhigh 
school, then get di- 
vorced six months later, 
are they still brother 
and sister? 

Kevin Lassiter 
Carrollton, Tex. 
Dear Kevin: 

Only if they are 

older than the legal marrying age of seven. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I live in Jakarta, which is 
something of a cultural void. I get 
your column through friends in 
the states who are kind enough to 
clip your columns and send them 
forth. Censorship is alive and well 
here, but some videos are avail- 
able, especially Linda Blair flicks. 
(Why?) Another favorite here is 
Blood Salvage. 

Bonehead 
Jakarta, Indonesia 
Dear Bonehead: ° 

Indonesians watch Blood Sal- 
vage, which is about a weirdo in 
Georgia. 

People in Georgia watch The 
Year of Living Dangerously, which 
is about a weirdo in Indonesia. 

This makes perfect sense to 
me. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

In Saudi Arabia, like many 
other annoying Third World coun- 
tries, it’s acommon practice to install VCRs on buses. 
While I was stationed there during the war, our 
Bangladeshi driver played perhaps the greatest drive- 
in movie of all time. I think it was called Showdown, 









R.1.P. 


Go-West Drive-In 
Missoula, Montana 


Republican Alert! The Go-West Drive-In in 
Missoula, Montana, is up for sale after many 
years of distinguished public service, and the 
locals are terrified that someone is going to buy it 
for the land values and rip down the screen. Aid 
needed immediately. Doug Lawrence reminds us 
that, without eternal vigilance, it could happen 
here. 


2 ADVICE 


© to the Hopeless 













starring the Kung-Fu 
Kid: David Carradine. 
Anyhow, as we drove 
toward our basecamp on 
the Iraqi border, David 
Carradine led a band of 
good vampires who take 
over a small town and 
set up an artificial blood 
factory so they won’t 
have to keep doing the 
neck tango on under- 
dressed actresses. A couple of evil vampires, who just 
can’t kick the blood habit, arm themselves with 
wooden-bullet-shooting machine guns and take on 


Ray Walston in Blood Salvage has them howling in Jakarta. 


David Carradine and crew. In a vampire High Noon 
sequence, Carradine kicks butt and saves the world 
for vampires with a social conscience. 

Well, since I got back to the United States, I can’t 
find this movie anywhere. Is it still in circulation? 
Help me, Joe Bob, you’re my only hope. 

Sincerely yours, 

Captain Erik Larson 

Emeryville, Calif. 
Dear Captain Erik: 

You've been looking for the wrong flick. The 
David Carradine movie about vampires who join a 
twelve-step recovery program is Sundown, not Show- 
down, and it’s available on video. I gave it three 
stars. 


Dear Joe, 
You are too cool. Could you possibly know how 
happy you’ve made me? Well? Just another satisfied 
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This Week's Contest 


Jim Lynch of Denison, Texas: “In the early-to- 
mid-seventies, my friend Hoppy and I stumbled 
into an artsy theater near Lemmon and Cedar 
Springs in Dallas, Texas. We were expecting to see 
some T & A since the feature was one of those 
foreign subtitled jobs by some famous director 
(their words, not mine). Imagine our surprise when 
this bizzaro spaghetti-western-type film unreeled 
before our bleary, drugged eyeballs. To this day, we 
are unable to recall very much about this movie, 
including the title; however, we will never forget 
some of the more gruesome scenes. Numero Uno: 
Underground people escaping nuclear holocaust- 
type conditions wreaked by the outlaw bandidos. 
Numero Two: Mutilated animals with exposed 
innards; fly-covered, bloated carcasses strewn willy- 
nilly over the countryside. Numero Trio: Subhu- 
man gunfight featuring a couple of paraplegics 
strapped together with ammo belts. One was 
armless, one legless, but together they formed one 
bad mutha. Numero Lasto: Super close-up of bad 
guy deep-throating a 12-gauge, double-barrelled 
shotgun before his last thoughts hit the fan. Yuk. 
Now, I know what you’re thinkin’ . . . more indoor 
bullstuff; however, I am assured by a close Latino 

























reader to you, I suppose. 

Your last column on Lenny Bruce really in- 
trigued me. Having been born in the early seventies, 
I guess I just kind of missed him. What I did not miss, 
however, was Rocky Horror Picture Show in down- 
town Berkeley every Saturday night for a couple 
years. Before the show they would always run the 
same cartoon called Thank You, Mask Man. This 
was one of the highlights in my small life. I liked it 
more than squishy raisins. Years later I still remem- 
ber almost every line. Ijust never knew who made it, 
who was in it, or where I could ever see it again. 
Could you help me? I'd be most enormously, totally 
and completely grateful. I’d even let you tell people 
you were my friend. Is this compelling you? If not, 
think of that cow that wrote you a while ago, Chery, 
or Cherisse, something like that, who said all those 
awful things about you. Think of her, then think of 
someone just the opposite of her, and that would be 
me, okay? 

Anyhow, I hope you can help. Thanks for all the 
good times. 

Christine Lasher 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Christine: 
Go to your video store, and rent a copy of The 
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acquaintance that this same feature, without sub- 
titles, played on that old drive-in out on Jacksboro 
Highway. You remember, the one where everybody 
and their brother used to drive by at 5 mph when 
they played And God Created Woman or Bacchus 
or one of those other peek-a-boo flicks where you 
thought you mighta saw something so you went 
every night for a week until you were sure one way 
or the other.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. 
Send “Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Don't Have A Winner! 


In the March 21 issue, Dr. Edward Mickolus 
of Falls Church, Virginia, wrote: “Back in 1972 or 
1973, I saw a 1930’s-era film on the late show that 
was a light comedy/drama/murder mystery. I can’t 
recall the names of any actors, nor the name of the 
film. All I recall is that they often used the word 
‘Jake’ as a synonym for ‘okay,’ and the word ‘Beezock’ 
for ‘you dirtball.’ It was one of the funniest things 
I’ve ever seen, and I’ve been searching for it for the 
last two decades. Can anyone provide any clues as 
to its whereabouts?” 

We received zero answers to this question— 
only the fourth time in history we’ve had no winner. 
We'll still award the prize to late entries. 


Lenny Bruce Performance Film, and on the very 
front end of it, you'll find a bonus—Thank You, Mask 
Man. 


Thank you, mask woman, you're a peach. 


Joe Bob, 
Help. I need the spiritual guidance I’m certain 
only you can provide. 
My life is a shambles. I’ve read every theological 
work I can find. The Tao Teh Ching, The Koran, The 
Road Less Traveled, most of C.S. Lewis’ works, and 
most recently the February and June issues of Club 
International magazine. Yet I still find myself with 
no guidance. 
My only source is late at night when the snow 
arrives on Channel 2 and the room is dark as the 
Cramps drone on from my stereo—as only the Cramps 
can drone. If only Poison Ivy would be mine, maybe 
life would have some meaning. I plead to you, Joe; 
guide as my Virgil, show me the light. 
Screaming with sincerity, 
Ralph Laporta 
Richmond, Va. 

Dear Ralph: 

Have you read How To Pick Up Girls? Not the 
new one they sell in Hooters Monthly. The original 
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1968 version. It can change your life. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I enjoyed your article about William Gaines. I 
agree—we have to protect the rights of the unpopu- 
lar and offbeat, because that is the only way we will 
continue to protect the rights of mainstream society. 

Putting on, however, my “legal” hat for a mo- 
ment, I would like to correct part of what you said. 
The case from which you quoted was not before the 
Supreme Court. Judge Kaufman was writing for a 
three-judge panel of the Second Circuit Court of 
Appeals. That court hears appeals from the District 
Courts of New York (among others), which had 
originally held that two of the parodies printed in 
Mad violated the copyright laws. Judge Kaufman 
was not writing for the majority; the decision was 
unanimous. The actual quote reads “we doubt that 
even so eminent a composer as plaintiff Irving Berlin 
should be permitted to claim a property interest in 
iambic pentameter.” The case was never heard by 
the Supreme Court. Although Berlin attempted to 
appeal to that court, it refused to hear the appeal. In 
case youre interested, the full citation is “Berlin v. 


E..C. Publications, Inc.” 329 F.2d 541 (2d Cir.), cert. 
denied, 379 U.S. 822 (1964). 
Sorry about the lecture, but they teach us early 
in law school to be precise. 
Keep up the good work. 
Sincerely, 
Kathy Korda 
U.S. District Court 
Southern District of Ohio 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Kathy: 
Thanks for setting me straight on the Mad Maga- 
zine case. 
My only defense is that I don’t own a set of those 
books that cost $9,000. 


Hello Joe Bob, 

I am writing you for I have recently read Chris- 
topher Marlowe’s Faust. It is a morality story about 
someone who has sold their soul to the devil. A story 
that is liked by many people because people can 
relate to evil. It is easier to give in to evil than to 
practice any little good, even if the good is so simple 
that it takes no effort at all. The reason I have 


Fu For Thought 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Forced To Fight’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
giff) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the Kung Fu fest Forced To 
Fightstarring Don “The Dragon” Wilson for only $10. Hurry! Offer 
expires October 31, 1994. 


[| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Forced To 
Fight video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Bis 
INDERS 
ACK ISSUES 
Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug... 


Get One While They’re Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos?” — 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 


Ordering information for any of 
Joe Bob’'sfive books, 1990-94 bind- 
ers, or list of back issues available 
by writing to address below. 


DON “THE DRAGON” WILSON 
WORLD KICKBOXING CHAMPI ‘. 


"THE GREATEST KICKBOXER gow eugame 
DF ALL TIME!” BLOOD 
, 6 


~ American Karate Magazine 


Address 

City ee 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC ___ 
signature 


Visa ____ Exp. Date : 


Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 





thought this and decided to write 
to you is this: why can’t people say 
goodbye after a conversation? 
Maybe it is a northeast thing, but 
people in these parts say 
“mmmmmbye.” I do not under- 
stand what is so hard about say- 
ing the word “good.” It is used 
before so many simple everyday 
sayings and we are slowly elimi- 
nating it from our language. Not 
too many people say good night, 
good afternoon, good morning, 
good day and good bye. Is it that 
the word is hard and painful to 
say? Similar to the Fonz on Happy 
Days. Remember he could not say 
the word “sorry”? 

There are many songs about 
saying goodbye and how hard it is, 
but I don’t think the songs were 
talking about the same thing. I 
just thought I would drop a letter 
to you venting my thoughts on the 
subject and get a reaction. Funny 
how a simple word can brighten 
someone’s day. With all the vio- 
lence and anger that goes on 
around us every day wouldn’t one 
rather people said goodbye opposed 
to “see ya”? 

Goodbye for now, 

J. Pennant Lacey 

Malden, Mass. 
Dear Pennant: 

I don’t mean to be picky, but 
aren't “goodbye” and “good night” 
and “good day” all abbreviations 
for full sentences? “Have a good 
life until I see you bye and bye.” 
“Have a good night.” “Have a good 
day.” In other words, didn’t we 
change the meaning from “You 
have a good day” to “Look, it’s a 
good day”? 

In other words, it’s all pretty 
dang meaningless, isn't it? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I’m kinda confused about 
something in your article “Global 
Aardvarking’”, a review of the film 
Blood Games. In the last para- 
graph, on page 3, composed of more 
than one sentence you wrote 
“ sixteen breasts.” 


In the photo on page 2 I count 
nine persons. Is one of these per- 
sons not in the film? Is one of these 
persons not what they seem to be? 
Is this like the game, “Which of 
These Is Not Like the Others?,” 
played on the children’s television 
show named for a street sprinkled 
with small seeds. 

Too bad you chose to not iden- 
tify by name the individuals in the 
photo. Or would that have given 
away the secret? Great special ef- 
fects, though! 

Sincerely, 

Michael J. Krulik 

Schaumburg, II. 
Dear Mike: 

I was talkin about nekkid 
breasts. 

Jesus. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


rc 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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Fanzines 





Our Two Cents. “A fun zine by two crazed 


individuals with movie reviews and com- 
ments—” Factsheet Five. Sample issue $1. 
Our Two Cents, Rowden/Press, 1701 Man- 
hattan Ave., Union City, NJ 07087. 


Miscellaneous 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 


Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Green Hornet TV series and 
Werewolf series from Fox. VHS. Doug 
Dunaway, 1641-B Chalcedony Street, San 
Diego, CA 92109. 


“B-Movie Babes” videos wanted. Send your 
lists. Thanks! J.B., Box 3426, Hollywood, 
CA 90078. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Daiias, TX 
1oZ21. 
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